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Abstract
EACH time the bus turned a corner I stiffened myself, trying not to press against the woman
sitting next to me. She was humming jerky bits of tune, stopping frequently to grin out the window
at the cows in the field that moved by endlessly as the bus crawled over the ribbon of highway that
stretched into the afternoon...
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EACH time the bus turned a corner I stiffened myself, trying not to press against the woman sitting next to me. She 
was humming jerky bits of tune, stopping frequently to grin 
out the window at the cows in the field that moved by endlessly 
as the bus crawled over the ribbon of highway that stretched into 
the afternoon. The humming was an irritating happy sound 
that set my foot tapping nervously. I tried giving her a look of 
annoyance but she grinned again, this time at me. 
"Like that? M'boy does. Always like to hear ya sing, Mom— 
that's what he always said." She was waiting for an answer, so I 
turned up the corners of my mouth for a moment, hoping that 
would be sufficient. 
Encouraged, she shifted her weight from the window to face 
me. "Nice day, ain't it? D'ja ever see such nice cows?" She waited 
again. "I like cows . . . m'boy doesn't like them though . . ." 
Her face fell into heavy lines of sorrow, and she stared out the 
window. 
I smiled a bit, and closed my eyes. Then the foolish humming 
began again. 
"You'd like m'boy—handsome, that's what he is—just like his 
daddy. At least I think I know which one it was—" she giggled, 
shaking her heavy shoulders. 
I leaned further away from her, but kept staring at her smooth, 
happy face and at the eyes that seemed to go back no further than 
the surface. 
"Ya should've seen him . . . big, he was . . ." Her words 
trailed off and again she silently looked out the window. Sud-
denly giggling, she turned back. " 'Ya don't have much up here/ 
he said." She pointed a blunt finger at her unwrinkled fore-
head. " 'But you've got soft hands . . . and that ain't all you've 
got' . . . that's what he said." She nudged me with her elbow, 
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giving me a sly look and I moved still further away. 
"Smart, he was—went to some big school—college—so does 
m'boy." She patted her handbag tenderly. "Wanta see his pic-
ture?" I made no response but she opened the bag and pulled 
out a creased snapshot. A piece of tape held the picture together 
where it had been torn. 
"Ain't he handsome?" 
The tape covered the lower part of his chin, but the mouth 
was well-shaped and unsmiling and his eyes were sharp and bitter. 
I spoke for the first time. "Yes—yes, he's very handsome." I 
held the picture, looking at the young face with the old eyes. 
"I knew it—I toldja!" The woman sat up in her seat, her big 
grin muffling the excited words. "I knew you'd like him—smart, 
too, he is. Vale vale don't know the word but that's 
what he was, all right." She sank back, exhausted by her out-
burst. She was humming again, between opened smiling lips. 
Her hand reached over and patted mine . . . this time I didn't 
move. 
"Your son—you say he goes to college?" 
She didn't answer. Her eyes were open but she seemed to be 
sleeping. "So good to me—," she mumbled the words, her hands 
fingering a plastic red pin on her dress. "Presents, he gave me— 
no thin' too good for you, Mom . . . They made him cry once!" 
Her voice was raised and angry. "Said he didn't have a daddy— 
they sure didn't know much, did they?" She giggled and nudged 
me again and her look of wisdom seemed strange on the smooth 
face. 
"We're coming to the college soon, now. Every week I ride by 
on the bus—going to stop and surprise him sometime." Once 
again her face became sad. "He won't let me come to see r u m -
mies—." She grinned again. "But I'll surprise him—." 
I still held the battered picture in my hand. 
"There it is—there it is." The woman pressed her head against 
the glass. "There's m'boy's college!" Her breath came in excited 
gasps. "See, I toldja!" 
Set back from the road was a group of gray buildings, sur-
rounded by a thick wall. Armed sentries walked back and forth 
on the gray stone. There was no other life visible. I released my 
breath slowly and looked down at the picture. The mouth was 
unsmiling—the eyes were sharp and bitter. 
